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Pretty Gir 


Based on the ‘Pretty Girl story that actually happened, minus all the pOrnd !! | | Ill 


EDITED: 23/07/2015 


Currently, | was lying in bed, thinking about the day | just had. Fuck. First off, Lars and Dave were chasing 
eachother around the rehearsal space, with Dave - being the ch-so-dangerous klutz he was - tripping over 
his own guitar, before stumbling back to his feet. At first we thought we were in the clear, but then, next 
thing you know it, he's full-body slammed himself against our drummer, pinning him to the wall 


Lars was in a bit of pain for a moment, but then the two started giggling and laughing like idiots as Dave had 
him trapped there, Cliff and | watching on and rolling our eyes. 


Fucking idiots. 


After Dave and Lars had finished play fighting, we continued practising. He was a violent sort or guy, but it.. It 


was in his nature. This guy called Phil had started bashing Lars up, and Dave - Dave snapped his fucking leg.. 
Broke them. 


You didn't want to get on the wrong side of that nutcase. Batshit crazy. He'd shatter your ribs just for looking 
at him or one of his kin - and by 'kin' | just mean someone close to him. He didn't seem to care too much 


about his family. - the wrong way. 


It drove me insane some days, with his constant little curl of his lip. The way his silky red curls framed his 


face. The way he held himself - all macho like. Fuck. No.. James, don't think about that.. 


Closing my eyes, | begin to feel myself drift off, and I'm finally comfortable after an hour and a half of just 
lying there, waiting for sleep to take me. But then, | hear the phone ring nearby. 


One ring. 
Two rings. 


Three. 


It stops after the fifth or sixth, and | nestle back down into bed, calloused fingers tracing patterns on the 
flesh of my chest absent-mindedly. 


The phone rings again, and | finally resign myself to getting out of bed, groggily meandering over and picking it 
up. 


My voice hoarse, | clear it, but the remnants of the beginning of sleep still linger. 
"H-Hello.? It's fucking three in the morning. Who the fuck is---" 
"Jaa-aaames!" Came the slurred response. 


In my sleep deprived state, | scrunch up my face in thought to work out who it was. But then | realise. The 
only one who'd get that piss drunk was - 


‘Its me. Dave! Davey boy!" The man added, and | sighed, sitting down and coiling the cord of the phone around 
my fingers. 


"Hi Dave. Fuck.. W-Why are you callin’ this late.?" | asked, scratching at my pimply face. Fuck. | really had to 
get that sorted. But at the same time, | didn't care. We were barely out of being kids. We were kids. Stupid 
fucking kids in a band. That's all we were. | was 19. Dave 21. It was like, he was the irresponsible baby-sitter, 
and Lars, Cliff and | were all the children he was in charge with, yet neglected, and | had to step up. Actually, 
no, Cliff was a year younger than Dave. Yeah. He was 20. 


"Because James. Jimmy. Jim. | have a question for you." Dave mumbled, and his voice drawled a little, ending 
with a very slow and soft growl. Fuck. The way he just purred those words. No. James. Get yourself together, 
man! 

"What is it man.?" | asked, sighing heavily as | scratched at my face again. Stop that. Something'll bleed. Ah, 
whatever. 

| heard his heavy breathing on the end of the line for a few moments and at first, | was mildly concerned. 
Just heavy, ragged breathing. 

Then: 


"James. Do you - Do you think I'm a pretty girl?" He asked, and | could almost see the pout that was most 
likely on his lips. 


The question caught me off of my guard, but then | realised, this was Dave. He was drunk. High. He said weird 
shit all the time. 


"Yeah - Yeah, whatever. You're a very pretty girl Dave." | mumbled, running my hand down my face in 
exasperation as | listened to the man giggle. If | was ever asked about this, | was gonna say | said ‘no’. | was 
tough. | didn't give in easily to stupid things like this, but it was late, and | was tired. 


But ‘giggle'..° That was a weird word to associate with Dave-fucking-Mustaine. 


"Thank you Jamie." The redhead sighed, and | felt a blush creep across my cheeks. ‘Jamie’? Woah. That was 


weird. At least - coming from Dave. Lars called me Jamie all the time. 

There was a pause on the end of the line and | couldn't hear Dave breathing, so | figured he hung up. 

| was wrong. 

"Jamie-kins." He started, and | bit my lip, a strange heat building up in my lower stomach at the pet name. 
"Yeah Davey?" | answered tentatively, looking at the floor. 

"You can't see me, so how do you know l'm a pretty girl?" He asked, a tinge of sadness to his voice. 

| furrowed my brows. 

"| don't. | just know you are. Can | get some sleep no-" 

"No! You fuck! Don't lie to me!" The man wailed, and | was now genuinely concerned for my friend. 


Dave was getting out of hand with a lot of things. 


He started screaming wildly, yelling slurs and a whole manner of different things until - Silence. Then | heard 


his choked sobbing. 


Hesitantly, | said goodnight, and hung up on him, sitting on the edge of my bed, mulling over what had just 


occurred. 


It took me maybe fifteen minutes before | was able to go to crawl back into bed, and heaving a heavy sigh, | 


closed my eyes. 

eR 

| must've been asleep a while, because | didn't hear the footsteps as they crept into my room. 

"Jamie. Jamesy boy." 

| felt a hand reach out and caress my shoulder lightly, and | stirred from my slumber. 

| grumble incoherently, turning around, and as soon as | saw the figure, | scamper back to the other side of 
my bed, my heart rate quickening as | picked up the desk lamp to smash over the head of the intruder, before 
they turned the light on. For a second, | was blinded, but when my eyes adjusted.. --- Holy shit. 

It couldn't be. 

No. 

He - He wouldn't do this. 

It was a harmless joke, right? 

| leapt to my feet, clad in nothing but my boxers, and | starred wide-eyed, at the man before me. 

Dave Mustaine, lead guitarist of fucking Metallica, is standing before me, dressed in a silky black corset, with a 
mini-skirt and fishnet stockings. And if that wasn't weird enough, he was wearing slick, black platform heels - 


like the Mötley Crüe dudes did - and had his hair teased and done up, all 80s rocker chick style. He had hoop 


earrings in, and upon further inspection, he was wearing - Makeup? 
Wow. 


His eyes were lined with thick, black eyeliner, and he had just the faintest dabble of gold eyeshadow powdered 


across his eyelids, but the majority was covered in black 


His lips were glossy - a little pinker than usual, and he'd even bothered to put foundation on. 


He actually.. | was surprised to say.. he actually looked... Good.. Really good. In that disgusting, Dave Mustaine 


sort of way. For a drunkard, he sure could apply makeup well. 


Unfortunately for me, the feeling in the pit of stomach got worse - intensified - and the rosy blush on my 
cheeks was no doubt more vibrant than ever. 


"D-Davel What the fuck are you doing here?!" | yelled, voice cracked not only from sleep, but from gazing upon 
the sight before me. 


"You - You didn't get to see how | looked James.. So | decided to show you." The man sighed, perching himself 


on my bed, cross legged and with a somewhat snooty air about him. 

| looked at his legs. 

Man, did he have rice legs. 

No. James. This is weird. You have your best mate dressed as a chick in front of you. 
But fuck | wonder how he'd look with those glossy lil ips around my --- 

No! 


"W-Well,” | began. Stuttering. Not a good sign. Especially since he'd stood up, a hand on a sloped hip. If he was 


six foot already, he had to be around six foot five to seven now. Fuck. "You look very.. Nice. Yes." 
Dave curled his upper lip, and whilst unflattering for his current look, drove me wild. 
"Nice? I'm not here to be ‘nice’ James. I'm here to be sexy.” 


| swallowed thickly as | crawled back into bed, my blue eyes meeting his mysterious brown ones. | couldn't read 


him. That scared me. Dave was way too unpredictable to be read at all. 
He sauntered over, retaking his position on my bed, and rolling himself onto his side, one hand cupping his head, 
the other, draped over his hip - real French girl style. He was wearing perfume. Fuck It was thick, and 


permeated the air. 


The man's nails were painted too. All these little details | missed, but now, | saw them all up close, as he 


pressed a finger against my bicep gently. 
"James. Baby.?" 


‘Baby’. Fuck 


With the way his silky smooth voice purred out those words and with each delicate stroke of his finger across 
my flesh, | felt my cock hardening, and it was painfully obvious now, so hastily, | tried to disguise it by pulling 
the blanket up a little. 

"Got something to hide there Hetfield?" The man whispered in a sultry tone, and | felt a shiver run down my 
spine, watching as the guitarist drew closer. "One would think you actually do find me sexy, and you're just 
lying to yourself" He growled softly, tongue poking out to run down my neck and | struggled to contain my 
groan, trying to recoil from Dave as he licked my tender flesh, suckling on the area and leaving a bruise. 

| watched as he crawled on top of me, looking me in the eyes with a predatory gaze. 


"Do | make a pretty girl James." He asked, and once more, | swallowed a hard lump in the back of my throat. 


"Y-Yes. Yes, you do Dave." | told him through gritted teeth as he straddled my chest with his perfectly 
manicured hands. "A very, fucking pretty girl." 


Dave smirked, and my boxers started to strain against my cock. The weight of the man on top of me wasn't 


helping things either. 

"Good. Now. | know you want this Jamie. Don't lie. You've been looking me up and down ever since | arrived” 
"Uninvited." | retorted, and a lustful chuckle escaped him. 

Stop. Please. 


"Still. James.. If | was a real girl.. What would you do to me..?" The man purred, and | groaned a little, imagining 


the situation. Except Dave wasn't a real girl. It was Dave. 
Just.. 
Just Dave. 


Yeah, he was rockin’ this look, but still. Nothing beat that rugged, toned body as he paraded around the stage 


with that machoness he had, that air of snide cockiness and superiority he adopted on-stage. It drove me wild. 
The visions | was having.. | shouldn't have been having them. 
Get the fuck out! 


I'd - I'd -" | desperately tried to find a way out of this, but | knew that | actually.. Wanted.. To fuck Dave. 
Just - This seemed wrong. We weren't gay. Right..? 


| - If you were a girl.. 'd.!" | paused, desperately whining as | tried to desperately search for a way out. 
Suddenly, it felt like | was possessed, and when | next opened my mouth, the words | said weren't what | 


intended. 


"I'd fuck you so hard you couldn't walk. I'd - I'd make sure that you couldn't make any snide little comments, 


or.. Or anything like that. I'd fuck you raw." | hissed, faltering soon after when Dave licked his lips. 


"Mmm. Sounds.. Sounds nice baby.. Why can't you do that now..?" He panted, his lips and tongue moving from 


my neck down my chest, circling around a nipple before he began suckling on it. | couldn't contain my moan, 


"B-Because you're a dude. We're both - We don't ---" 

Dave's lips left the area, pouting. "Yes, but l'm a girl now James. So that doesn't matter, does it.? According to 
some people | spoke to.. It ain't that different from fucking a chick anyways." He sighed, before going back to 
sucking and biting at my nipples. 


Holy fuck. 


In a way, he was right. | mean, how much different could it be? Line ‘em up, fuck ‘em, cum. That's all there 
was to it right? 


| nodded, watching as Dave descended lower and lower, gripping the waistband of my boxers between his bared 


teeth, before letting it snap against my flesh. 


He rotated on me, so his ass was in front of my face, and he had full access to my throbbing length. No. | 


didn't want to do it like this. That meant he'd be in control. | didn't - | didn't roll like that. 


| managed to rip him off of me, getting off the bed and shoving my own hand down my shorts, fondling and 
playing around with my dick as | watched him struggle to stand up in his heels. 


"Take those fucking things off" | barked, and instantly, Dave stopped what he was doing and scrambled to 


remove his shoes. 
| mulled over more orders, happy to see how quickly Dave responded. "Give me a little show girlie! You got the 
hips like a chick or what?" | cried, my shy demeanour crying out for me to stop, but | wanted him to know 


just like how | was the frontman, and in charge of the band, | was also in charge here. 


The redhead turned around, bending over, just enough so the taut fabric of the skirt would tighten over his 


ass, but not enough for me to see up it. 
He was clever, even drunk. 


| watched as he approached me, and | grabbed a chunk of his teased hair, forcing him to the ground as | looked 
down at him. 


Weak and helpless. 

Yes. 

This was much better. 

He was the prey, and | was the predator. 

Just a little fox, and | was the bloodhound 

A deer, and | was the wolf 

"Blow me." | told him lazily, and the redhead moved quickly to fondle with my waistband, removing my hard 
length and | watched as his eyes widened. Had he even done this before? 

Probably not 


As always, Dave Mustaine was all bark, no bite. We'd soon see about that. 


The male started stroking me off, and just his touch was enough to make me groan, but when his tongue ran 


up and down the velvety organ, | almost howled. 


‘Oh.. Oh yes." | moaned, and Dave looked somewhat pleased with himself, glossy little lips forming a perfect ‘o' 
around my shaft as he dipped his head up and down, the sounds of slick wetness on skin the only thing you 


could hear, apart from my grunts and groans of pleasure. 


His tongue danced over my tip, and | moaned, arching my back and thrusting my length into his mouth, and the 


sounds of him gagging and spluttering at the sudden movement proved music to my ears. 


‘Oh... Yes Dave. Fuck.! Right there!" | growled, feeling as his hands gripped and played with my balls whilst he 
blew me, and fuck, | don't think I've ever had a better blowjob. 


There was something about the cracked and rough texture of his lips, his rugged, calloused hands - dexterous 
as ever from years of playing speed and thrash metal on that guitar of his.. The fact his tongue was so 
fucking long was a plus too. 


Fuck. 


"Yes! Yes! Fuck! That'll - Fuck.. Right there!" | groaned, feeling my climax arriving. But no. | wanted to savour 


the moment. 


| basically kicked him off of me, and | watched as he flew backwards, hurt, dazed and confused. | didn't care. 
Dave wanted to be fucked, so | was going to fuck him. 


"Strip for me." | barked, and he nodded, standing up on weak legs as he shimmied the mini-skirt off of him, and 
| was shocked to find a pair of silky blank panties on underneath, his throbbing, hard and desperate cock 
straining against velvety material. 

| moaned, motioning for him to continue, and he slowly undid the ties on his corset, letting it fall. 


Just as he was about to take off his fishnets, | raised a hand. 


"No. Leave them on. They look cute on you." | told him, and he nodded urgently, watching with glee as | walked 


around, dick still hanging out of my pants as | looked around for any lubricant. 
| thought for a moment. He was drunk. Maybe | was taking advantage of him.. Maybe this.. Maybe this was 
not.. Not a good idea. But then | remembered, Dave fucked girls drunk all the time, he was always drunk. He 


was always horny too. 


| found some that'd I'd had left over from a while ago, and | put a dollop on my two fingers, about to rub it on 
my shaft. 


"N-No!" Dave suddenly piped up, and | raised a brow. "I'm not ready!" 
"What do you mean you're not ready?" | asked. "I thought you wanted this." 


"l-I dol | mean, I'm literally not ready. | need. You need.” He gestured towards my fingers, and suddenly, | got 
the picture. 


| want you James, | really, really do.." Dave moaned, arching his body like a cat, exposing his ass for me, 


pulling the lacy panties to the side, so he could free his aching cock. 

| approached him, making sure my fingers were nice and slick. 

Just like fingering a girl, | figured. 

Slowly, | inserted two of my fingers into his hole, pumping in and out carefully at first, hearing the moans and 
cries leaving the redhead's mouth as | did so, and when | felt he was ready, | added a third, until | felt he had 
been considerably stretched for me. 

| pulled out maybe just a bit too fast, and a pained cry left the man 


"Oh - Oh fuck. Sorry." | apologised, checking to see if the man was alright, whimpers leaving him. 


"No! No! Fuck! Do something like that again! Please James!" He whined, and | was confused. 


"Are you hurt?" | asked cautiously, and Dave laughed somewhat maniacally. 
"Of course l'm fucking hurt! I've never done fucking anal before Hetfield! But | love it. More!" He pleaded, and so 
of course, who was | to deny this man's request? No matter how fucked it was. So the man had a thing for 


pain. That was.. Pretty kinky, actually. 


Giving my cock a few more strokes, | considered finding a condom. AIDS and shit was high at the moment, and 


you know, safe sex and all, but hey - | wanted him to feel this. Feel it all. 


Lining myself up with his entrance, | placed two, firm and rough hands on his ass, thrusting myself in hard. 
Not too hard of course, but considering Dave had specifically asked for it. 


His anguished and pained cries worried me for a second, and | watched as he beat his balled fists against the 


ground. His hands were bulging with veins - even more so now he'd been clenching them so long. 


"James! James! Thank you! Thank you!" He cried out, and | watched as his mascara and eyeliner started 


dribbling down his cheeks with his hot tears. 
Fucking Hell this man was intense. 


My hips bucked and rocked as | pushed myself in deeper and deeper, harder and harder. Fucking the man 


senseless as he cried my name. He was so tight. It felt so good around my dick 
"Who's my pretty girl?" | barked, and Dave whimpered. 


"Mel l'm your pretty girll" He replied, and fuck, did it feel good to have the strong and macho Dave, bent to 


my every whim. 


"Who's going to fuck you so hard you won't be sitting properly for the next forty years?!" | screamed, and 


Dave moaned as | reached around to stroke his cock 


"You are! You are James! Fuck! Fuck me! Harder! Harder! Yes! Fuck yes!" He cried out, and | felt pleased with 


myself. 


To show Dave my gratitude to his coming over tonight, | landed a hard blow to his ass, hearing the man yelp 
and cry, before they melted into moans. 


"Thank you!F-Fuck.! Thank youl" He repeated. 


| kept fucking him, in and out, rough, dirty and fast. | was fucking him as hard as | said | would, and he loved 
every minute of it. 


Eventually, we paused, and | pulled out of him roughly, and he moaned loudly as | flipped him over. 


| wanted to see his face while | fucked him. 


| buried my cock back inside of the redhead, and began my quick thrusts again, groaning at the feeling of his 
tightness around my shaft. 


"F-Fucking Hell baby." | hissed. "You're so tight for me, still!" | cried out, and | felt that all too familiar feeling 
well up in my stomach, my cock pulsing inside of him, and with several more deep and powerful thrusts, | 
came, my seed filling him right up, searing. 

"Yes! James! Fuck! Oh God! Oh God James! l'm gonna - I'm going to - Fuck! Yes!" 

The noises of pure ecstasy leaving Dave's lip were music to my ears, and after a few more strokes of his 
cock, he climaxed too with his brown eyes rolling into the back of his head, body shaking whilst his cum spilled 
over my hand and shot onto the floor. 


"James. Yes.. Yes!" Dave moaned pitifully, before | collapsed on top of him, our chests rising and falling fast as 


we panted. 


A few minutes passed and | pulled out, going more carefully, since Dave seemed out of it now, and scooping 


him up, | took him into the bathroom with me, standing him in the shower and turning on the nozzle. 


Washing his silky red hair, | hummed, watching as his makeup, along with other things, washed off and down 
the drain. 


"So. You meant it..?" A now slightly more sober Dave asked, staring at the tile walls as | dragged the soap over 


his body. 

‘Meant what Davey.?" | purred, and he sighed. 
"That l'm pretty?" 

Not just a pretty girl anymore huh? 

| smiled softly. 


"Yeah. You're gorgeous Dave. I'm --- Thank you for creepily sneaking into my house dressed in drag." | laughed, 


and he did too. 
Fucking Hell. 


This was one Hell of a night. 


